

a* . . and since the essence of spring is loneliness
and a little sadness and a sense of mild frustration^ 1
suppose you do get a keener purification when a little
nostalgia is added in for good measure* At home 1
always found myself remembering apple trees or green
lanes or the color of the sea in other places^ and I'd be
sad that i couldn^t be everywhere at once^ or that all
the spring couldn't be one spring, like Byron^s ladies*
mouths. But now I seem to be unified and projected
upon one single and very definite object, which is some-
thing to be said for me9 after all" Horace9s pen ceased
and he gazed at the sheet scrawled over with his prac-
tically illegible script^ while the words he had just
written echoed yet in his mind with a little gallant and
whimsical sadness* and for the time being he had
quitted the desk and the room and the town and all the
crude and blatant newness into which his destiny had
brought himf and again that wild and fantastic futility
of his roamed unchallenged through the lonely region
into which it had at last concentrated its conflicting
parts. Already the thick cables along the veranda
eaves would be budding into small lilac match-points^
and with no effort at all he could see the lawn below
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